The Gardener's Guide

Gardens for Everybody

As a nation we are all gardeners at heart, and there are as many
kinds of gardens as there are types of people. Some plant gardens for
financial reasons; others, from the inborn desire to get their hands in
the soil; still others do it as a pastime. There is something in a man's
soul that finds expression in a garden. I am reminded of the anonymous
words:

/ was a wanderer, I was alone;

I found a plot that I could call my own,

I planted a seed, I watched it grow into a sturdy plant,

1 was a part of the process of life,

My loneliness was gone.

A garden may be anything from a patch of ground 10 by 12 feet
square to an acre or more. Just where a garden stops and a commercial
planting begins is a question. Some people can spend all their time on
a few window boxes. Others can care for an acre of ground and have
time to spare. Some people like to have the rows absolutely straight;
others don't care whether the rows line up or not. Some people can't
make a garden without having all the tools that are available, while
my neighbor makes a garden on a half-acre of ground and has only a
hoe to work with.

The garden usually reflects the effort that the owner can put into it
It is surprising what some people can do with a small amount of
ground. I once heard of a vegetable garden that was developed on
a Massachusetts rock bluff near the seashore where there was practically
no soil except in small depressions and crevices in the rock. The
gardener conserved all the plant material he could get, by composting
it and spreading it in the rock-depressions. He grew radishes, lettuce,
beets, and beans the first year, but most of his efforts were for love,
because he harvested so little. After five years, however, when he told
me his story, he had grown a remarkable crop of potatoes in one of
the patches. The cooling effect of the rocks, in addition to supplying
moisture, seemed to suit the potatoes. There is real pleasure ia being
able to grow a garden against such odds.

Another garden which comes to mind was that of an IfcaBaa worft-
man whose house was practically hidden by grapevines trained wer
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